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Fri. Thou fond mad man, hears me a little fpeake. 

Ro. O thou wile fpeake againe of banishment. 

Fri. He giue thee armour to keepcoff that woid, 
Aduerfxtics fweet milke, Philofophie, 

To comfort thee though thou art banifhed. 

Ro. Yet banifhad ? hang vp Philofophie, 

Vnlefle Philofophie can make a Iuliet, 

Difplant a Townej reuerfe a princes doome, 

It helpes not, it preuailes not; talke no more. 

Fri. O then I fee, that mad men haue no cares, 

Ro. How fhould they, when wife men haue no eyes, 

Fn. Let me difpute with thee of thy eftate. 

Ro. Thou canft not fpeake of that thou doll not feele, 

Wert thou as young as I, Iuliet thy loue, 

An hourc butmarried, Ttbalt murdered. 

Doting like me,and like me baniftied. 

Then mighteft thou fpeake. 

Then mighteft thou teare thy haire. 

And fall vpon the ground as I doe now. 

Taking the meafure of an vnmade graue. 

Nurfe k»oek^. 

Fri. Arife, one knocks, good Romeo hide thy felfe, 

Ro. Not I, vnlefle the breath of heart-fickegrones 
Mift-like infold me from the Search of eyes. 

Kntckf. 

Fri. Harke how they knocke ( who’s there) Romeo arife, 
Thou wilt be taken (flay awhile) ftand vp. 

Knocke agatne. 

Run to my ftudie (by and by) Gods will, 

What fimplenefle is this : 1 come, I come. 

Knocke. 

Who knocks fo hard ? whence come you ? what’s your will ? 
Snter'Nurfe. 

Nnr. Let me come in, and you {hall know my errand : 

I come from Lady Iuliet . 

Fri. Welcome then, 

Nnr. O holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier, where * 
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of Romeo mTfuftcf. 


Where’s my Ladies Lord, where’s Romeo, 

Fri, There on the ground. 

With his owneteares made drunke. 

Nur. O, he is euen in my Miftrefle cafe, 

Juft in her cafe. O wofull fimpathy ; 

Pitious predicament, euen fo lyes Ihee, 

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring, 

Stand vp, ftand vp, ftand and you be a roan. 

For luliets fake, for her fake rife and ftand ; 

Why Ihould you fall into fo deepe an O : 

Rom. Nurfe. 

Nur. Ah fir, ah fir, death’s the end of all. 

Rom. Spakeft thou of Iuliet ? how is it with her ? 

Doth not fhee thinkeme an old murtherer. 

Now I haue ftaynd the child-hood of our ioy. 

With blood remoued, but little from her owne ? 

Where is Ihee ?and how doth (bee ? and what fayes 
My conceald Lady to our canceld loue ? 

Nur. Oh, fhee fayes nothing, fir, but weeps and weeps. 
And now fals on her bed, and then ftarts vp, 

And Tibult calls, and then on Romeo cryes, 

And then downe falls againe. 

Rom. As if that name fhot from the deadly Ieuell of a gun. 
Did murther her, as that names curfed hand 
Murdrcd her kinfman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me. 

In what vile part of this Anatomie 

Doth my name lodge ? Tell me, that I may facke 

Theliatefull manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperatc hand ; 

Art thou a man ? thy forme cryes out thou art t . 

Thy teares are womanifla, thy wild o$s denote 
The vnrcafonable furie of a beaft j 
V nfeemely woman in a feeming map. 

And ill befeeming beaft in Teeming both. 

Thou haft amaz.’d roe. By my holy Order, 

I thought thy difpofition better temperd. 

Haft thou flaine7i^<?/r. ? wilt thou flay thy felfe ? 

G 5 And 



